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To Leigh 


An Insight 


A wisp of sunlight falls 

As if a gasp of life separated 
My footsteps 

From the shadows in the grass 


And then | watched a white horse 
Gallop loose 

The wavoring weeds laughing wild 
Thin laughter, like the wind | 

Held squirming through my 
Fingers. 


| danced until a gunshot of 
Thunder frightened me, and 
The lightening, | wondered, 
“Where will it strike?’’ 
Then | saw it, angrily and 
Instantly, suddenly between 
My eyes. 


The energy, the ecstasy, 
The longevity of everlasting 
Life. 


At The End Of The Night 


Blood and bone and 
Each breath as 
Sweet 


As the last, 


Drunken laughter 
In every corner 
Of the room— 


So warm and 
Relaxed, 


Lamenting the 
Moon, that 
Luminous face, 


Celebrating perfect 
Solitude and life— 
Less routines, 


In the sleep awaits 


My Lord and maybe 
Yours. 


There Is Love In The Spring 


The wind, gentle as a prayer 
Ora kiss, 

Whispering the secret 

Lives of pine 

Thriving in the white 

Snow of their affection, 
Leaving winter’s ghost 

To mourn the virgin’s 
Blessed security... 

All vows in each season 
Change. 

The river slides its 

Silver thread through 

The mountains and they 
Part quite willingly, 

As oft they do. 

Suddenly an overwhelming 
Rush of blood and feelings, 
On a warm day, and if each 
our lives are the same, 
Then there is love in the 
Spring. 


Your Eyes At Night 


Your eyes, 

Like small ponds of life; 
Fishes and floating swans 
Dipping their wings in the 
Water at night. 


The moon, 

Full and ominous orb, 
Groaning in grey lusterous 
Abandon; 

| looked into your eyes 
And noticed great birds 
Taking flight. 


...Oh Well 


My body holds firm the 
Listless ghost of laments 
And fond remembrances 
But lastly, my soul 
Remains to be embraced... 
A hopeless time till then. 


The roots are deep, this life, 
But must | bear the burden 
Of the soil? 

The falling leaves, in a 
Fleeting season, whispering 
Life’s mystery in each 


All of this is what | imagine 
Heaven to be... 


All the wisdom of the world 
Is only a heartbeat away 
And each hour it fades, 

| know because my vision 
Has become blurred and 
Opaque. 


Still, at least, my heart is 

Soft as maybe you have seen, 
But my body is made of stone 
| think and so is the world, 
Oh well. 


A Cold Morning 


Love is the 

Art of saying 
Goodbye. 

As winter whitens 
Even the eyes 

Of ghosts 

Still am | 
Catching butterflies 
By the silk of 
Their wing 
Knowing Well 
That they 

Shall never fly 
Again. 


The Torturous Sun 


The torturous sun burns 
In the war of life 
Changing mountains 
And men face to 

Face 

Each hour even, if you 
Cut time into 

Pieces 

The future falls into 
Place, eventually 
Always at your 

Feet. 


Jan 2,9 am 


The sequence of 
moments, 
As each depends upon the 
Last, 
As they suffer 
And as they dance... 
Shall they not reach toward 


The love of Christ 
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Speaking From Experience 


We spoke of long serpents 
Sliding in the dark 
Unknown rivers of our 
Dreams, and 

Soon after | heard 

The lies of youthful minds 
With shining hair and 
Slender legs, 

And | said unto them, 

It is not the serpent in 
Your eyes, 

It is the forever of life 
That you struggle 

Against. 


A Paternal Creed 


Teach us to be young 
And teach us well with a 
Strong hand, torture us 
To endure. 

And love us still as 

| would ask of love— 

So much to ask, 

So much and so much more. 
Teach us to complete 
Each day as it 

Would deliver 

Us, 

From dawn to dusk, 
From sun to moon, 

From dreams that get 
Tangled in our hair 
While we wrestle 

Them to sleep. 


Eye Of The Storm 


In my desperation, the clouds darkened 
And the comforts of my house turned sour; 
My bed was overcrowded with monsters, 
Fighting for the attention of my fear, 
Reminding me that dreams are as real 

As ghosts, at least just so frightening 

This hour when my shade is drawn. 


Pulling the sheets up to my sniffling 
Nose, and watching my ceiling move 
About the walls, | shivered to the 
Thunder falling heavy on the floor— 
The storm winds came and curled in 
Bed with me and being a good host, 
| closed the door behind them. 


The Living, The Non-Living 


| am a feather, floating... 
A rapturous drift 
From a sparrow’s tail, 


Starlings in their soft 
Nocturnal flesh 
Bend skillful wings 
Like mighty sails. 


| can feel the sky; 

My hair in all its masses 
To the wind— 

A bird’s wing in flight 
Beside you. 


And we dive into the 
Black ocean of our 
Lives. 


Just remember... 
Birds can fly to heaven; 
Fish only swim and die. 


The Morning After 


Entrusted with fate, my bitter enemy; 
Resisting my passion with an 
Unromantic kiss... 

A mirror is a guilt awakening on 
Some mornings when the 
Eyebrows are knotted 

With the troubled 

Look of sin— 

The face is not mine 

But it is smiling my teeth, 

| have borrowed the eyes 

Of Judas Iscariot to 

Keep my life wholly enraged 
Confused and despised. 

| shall hold death’s hand 

And ask him to 

Dance 

At least for the pleasure 

Of knowing him. 


Washington Park, NY 


Seeking shelter in the 
Rooftop romance of life 
In the city. 

Maybe a hole in the wall; 
Maybe a hole in the head; 
Every temple of the Lord 
Has at least a window. 
Every night is a chance 
You take; every person 

Is a face that maybe 

I’ll remember. 

For you | am willing to 
Share loneliness during 
Its darkest lament 

And rise again to put 
Color in the grey 

Sadness of my 

Skin. 


Down The Road 


| followed the roads 
As | would throw ribbons 
Into the wind. 


You were standing against 
The sky, more ominous 
Than a mountain face 
And you refused to 

Say you were waiting. 


| do not want to 
Change the shape of 
The world, just one 
Mountain, my love. 


“Listen’’ 


Outside, 
The heart 
Of darkness 
Beats slow 


Far away 
Footfalls 
Scatter 
Fallen leaves 
Aside 


The broomswept 
Field 
Rustles 
Quiet murmurs 


Hidden ina 
Whisper, 
Love blew me 
A kiss 


But as you 
Said, ‘‘it must 
Have been 

The wind”’. 


Purgation 


My friends and 
| 
We cannot help 
But to unite 
And celebrate 
Long 
Fading 
Dreams 
Extraordinary, 
That even the 
Slightest 
Damp 
Layer 
Of the soul 
Licks itself 
Clean 


Ode To Life’s Sophomore 


Let us seek the mild instinct of learning 
Through the wild dominion of living 
Let us dive instead of carefully wade, 
Let us stride long and not be afraid of 
The distance. 

Let us run with wolves through freshly 
Fallen snow and hunt with lions outside 
The window; 

Let us discover new senses and build 
Wooden fences so | alone may jump them. 
At least if no one else is willing... 

It is not the answer that we seek but 
Rather the wisdom of its unknown. 


The Stranger 


When you are alone, you are alone; 
You are nothing, you are no one 
Who am | but who | am in 

Your eyes, not mine— 

Only with you beside can | 

Be seen 

Even recognized or perceived 
Another reason to doubt that 
We exist outside of ourselves 

Or anywhere else— 

The mirror is satanic, especially 
After the first glance 

Holding within its frame, some 
Mysterious face, one that | 

have never seen Outside of 

This room. 


Untitled, Fall 1986 


All eyes; narrow glances 
And look away, 
Smelling of dogshit 
Even now between 

The toes. 

We whistled at the girls 
Running away from us 
As if they know that 
Love is a curse... 

Oh, now my long hair 
Is not a vermin broom 
And it’s the dark room 
I’m sure that frightens 
You. 


The Drinking Field 


The drinking field is morning wet 
And | have slept upon the kingdom 
Of a mountain. 

The sky is blue in grandeur, 

The clouds billow in calm perfect 
Whiteness. 

My head is sinking deep in a 
Grassy pillow of sleep and 
Stillness. 

Oh, and the moments swooned 
Upon me like weeping willows 
Drooping, delicately in the 

Deep green water, rippling 

In soft circles, like a dream... 
How gentle the wind lets loose 
Her hair to the wild leaves 

In the slow branches sway, 
Stroking the sun’s 

Everlonging, everloving 

Face. 


A Prayer 


Lord, send me seven angels 
Each with beating wings 
And hair golden 

To the shoulders 

And each have perfect 
Smiles 

And perfect jewels 

In their eyes. 

Lord, send love in 

A whisper so | will 

Be tempted to listen, 

So that | may even 

See your face 

And know that it is 
Love. 


Poems hide in the 
Thickets and thorns 
Of sins and cigarettes 
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Paul E. Dinkins is from Roswell, Georgia. A senior 
philosophy major at St. Andrews College, Laurinburg, 
N.C., he looks forward to a career in teaching. He has 
lived ‘‘everywhere from Brazil to Oklahoma’’, and has 
been writing since he was 15. 


Paul E. Dinkins writes with maturity and authority. His 
words are searching and optimistic. There is a sense 
here that the soul triumphs over the intellect, and that 
out of the ‘‘thickets and thorns of sins and cigarettes’’ 
comes supremely heightened awareness. 
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The William Morris Agency 


